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TO 
THE MOST NOBLE 

The MARQUIS OF WELLINGTON, ^c, Sfc, Sfc, 

THE BRAVE OFFICERS AND TROOPS UNDER HIS COMMAND^ 
WHO SO GLORIOUSLY ATCHIEVED 
THE IMPORTANT VICTORY, 

WHICH 

THE FOLLOWING PAGES ATTEMPT TO CELEBRATE, 
IS GRATEFULLY INSCRIBED 



THE AUTHOR. 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

A MONTH has scarcely elapsed since the First Edition of this Poem 
was published, and the Author is now called upon by his Bookseller for a 
Second. ^Ascribing its rapid circulation entirely to the popularity of its 
suhjecty he again lays a work before thepublic, which was begun and finished 
in four days, and immediately sent to the press, even without correction. 
Though he may for this be accused of having been guilty of a degree of 
carelessness ill suited to the nature of the undertaking, the fact may surely 
be adduced by way of an apology for the slight variation from the original, 
which will be perceptible in two or three stanzas; 
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PREFACR 



In all ageiy and countries in which Poetry and the Fine Arts have been 
Ctthiv^ted with asstduitjr and success^ Genius has labored to adorn witJi 
whatever could gratify the mind or delight the eye, the triumphs of war^ 
and the brilliant achievements^ of heroes. It is no trivial sul:ject of regret to 
the moral philosopher^ that actions have often been transmitted ta posterity 
with all the lustre that splendid montmients and high-wrought encomium 
€ouldbestow> which were impelled bymotives> alike repugnant to freedom^ 
justice^ and humanity. Ambitious conquerors, sanguinaiy usurpers, and 
chie&, whose ferocious valor served no purpose but the horrible one, of de- 
solating and depopulating extensive regions ; all, have been subjects of 
praise; as if want and slavery had been beneficial to the human race. Such 
a perversion of talent is deserving of the severest reprehension, and excites 
grief and indignation in the bosom of every man, who to- the admiration of 
literature and the arts, joins the love of liberty and virtue. To look no 
fortker than our own nation j two of its finest geniuses have equally celebrated 

h 
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Uie actions of a Cromwell and a Marlborough, one, the object of renera* 
tion, the other, of abhorrence to posterity. It is indeed a rare felicity, to 
the poet, and the age and nation to which he belongs, to claim a hero 
disthiguished in the glorious cause of freedom and truth ; who joins to the 
undaunted bravery and consummate skill of a successful commander, pru- 
rience, modesty, dignity, and what is still more ennobling, humanity, an 
attribute which^ happily for his countrymen, unites with all others that 
have just been enumerated, to perfect the character of the MAKdUIS OF 
WELLINGTON. As it is rather the wJurlike exploits than the virtues of 
this illustrionsi man, which the abort Poem of Salamanca, that I now present 
to die public, attempts to cdebrate; perhaps, I have already dwelt sujSI- 
cioMJy on tliistheme^ tboagh such transcendent merit might well constitute 
au excuse eidierfor 4i^esBi<m or prdixity. The victory c^ Salamanca being 
more splendid in its nature, and important in its consequences, than any 
which has been obtained since the military career of the renowned Marlbo- 
rough, has created, and most justly, exultation in the great body of Ei^lish- 
men, in the heart of every true patriot, and, what is infinitely more de- 
sirable, in that of the philosopher, who, by comprehensive yiews, being 
raised above the contmcted attacfament of love &r country alone^ enlarges the 
sphere of his hopes and desires to events cminected with die general happiness 
of mankind. The insatiable ambition together with tiie gross violattoa <^ all 
natural and political justice, which has invwiabljr marked tiie condted; ^ tlie 
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ij^resent Rnler of France ; had deftolated aud afflicted an extensive portion of 
the ciWIized world; but the inhabitants of the peninsnia have not milj groaned 
tinder afl the erite which tyranny and rapacity could inflicts bnt have en- 
dnred from his cruelty and perfidy the wor^ wounds which a maniy and 
generbus siririt cbtdd receive* The magnanimous exertions x^ owe brate 
-soldiers in the cause of injured and insulted Spain have awakened in the pub- 
lic an unusual interest, and their success has been haifed with ftransporte <rf 
joy. • . . . .-^ :^ .: - -. 

Every one Ijcstows, in some degree, the meed of applause^ and, as a hMn- 
•ble votary of the Muses, I offer a tributary lay, which, whatever be its 
merits, flows from a mind deeply impressed with gratitude and admiration. 
Thus far, I think I may be allowed to speak of the work. I have not 
labored for ornament, but have merely given the effusions of the heart. 
The ^ort period in which it was written precluded the more studied elegan- 
<}ie8 of composition, and must atone for all- those imperfections which are the 
^concomitants of hasty productions* If there be any incorrectness in what 
relates to military .tactics, I must claim the indulgence of military readers; 
adding also, tiiat a use of terms exactly technical was never required by 
the most rigid critics; the Poet has often been censured for the adoption of 
ihem, but never accused for their omission. Many pens, it is probable, wiH 
he employed in celebrating the great event which I liave so imperfectly 
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touched on ; and I persuade myself^ tliat I have more of the Patriot than the 
Poet^ in feelings as I do, an ardent desire, that, among those, a Muse may appear 
worthy of the Victory and the Hero« But this I can aver^ that even such 
a Muse can never feel higher satisfiMtion in commemorating the valor of the 
brave men who fell on the Plains of Salamanca 5 or, in recording the names of 
the more fortunate, who survived to reap the reward of their glorious toils, 
than the Author of the following Poem^ who comes in a moment of general 
enthusiasm^ to hang a slender Wreath on the Triumphal Arch of Victory^ 
with the hope that if it be not perennial^ it may prove at least a temporary 
decoratioiu 
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BATTLE OF SALAMANCA. 



O THOU, whose tempk is the Patriot's breast I 

Best gift of Heaven! — ^Thrice-haflowcd Liberty! 
How swells his heart, by thy pure spirit blesf^ 

When his loved country's legions, bold and free, 
Contend afar for thee and Victory ! 

How bums the wish, their banners crowned o'er 
With glorious wreaths to hail, and proudly see 

(War's clarion hushed, and stilled the cannon's roar,) 
The gallant band retread their own dear native shore ! 
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* THE BATTLE 

It 

But while dark Fate protracts the eventful strife^ 

And hope and douht hy turns possess the mind ; 
While for her ahsent lord die timid wife 

The crystal tear-drop sheds, and to the wind 
Sighs the fair maid for lover true and kind ; 

With what ecstatic hliss his bosom glows, 
Where soft with manly passions^^ dwell comhined. 

Soon as from Fame's re-echoing trump he knows, 
That fierce his brethren fought,, that vanquished are their foe&. 

IIL 

Britain f for thee the goddess lifts her voke ; 

E'en now she shouts from Salamanca's plain^ 
And, whilst she bids her generous sons r^ice,. 

Say, shall the bard his sounding harp restrain, 
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OF SALAMANCA. 

Nor {Hraise the living, nor lament the slain ? 

Ah t no, since gratitude demands his song, 

He pours his wild notes, haply not in vain ; 

Do thou, bright Muse I to whom his vows belong, 
Athwart his- fancy throw thy visions bold and strong* 

IV. 

Who, that renowned England calls her own. 

Of Gaul's base treachery and Iberia's grief 
Have not, alas ! with, deepest sorrow known, ' 

And burned to hurl swift vengeance on the chief^ 
Whose hate is lasting, but whose friendship brief? 

None,, none there are,^ for all alike detest 
Crimes, which must ever sully History's leaf: 

All have alike the fervent hope expressed 
That 'neath the lion's feet might fall the Eagle's crest. 
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4 THE BATTLR 

O hope propitiows J glariausFy fuMiHe<}! 

How has thy Sunshine lit the waTrk)r*s 6ye, 
Taught Yearns of joy the peasant's sleep, to gild, 

And, bursting through ]>espair's dark, misty sky, 
Oft checked the thoughtful statesman's rising sigh ! 

So, when the watchful marhier descries 
The threatening ekmd^t, as swells the sea-bird's cry, 

Haply light winds and favoring gales arise. 
His fears dispel, and fast his bark o'er ocean flies. 

VL 

* > 

But haste, my Muse ! thy grateful task begin, 
For castle towers yet wave their banners gay, 

The cannon's roar, the crowd's tumultuous din, 
Swell on the breeze, whilst bells enlivening play, 
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OF SALAMANCA, 

And drowsy night is changed to cheerM day y 
And hark ! the busy multitude declare 

With rapturous cries tlieir Hero's name, and stray 
From street to street, nor does the maiden fair, 

Nor matron grave refuse the general joy to share. 

VII. 

But late, on Salamanca's classic ground, 

Where brooding Horror *mid the tempest reigned *, 
Two hostile armies bold defiance frowned ; 

For the fierce combat every nerve was , strained i 
On danger none a passing thought once deigned. 



* It may perhaps be unnecessaiy to remind the reader that a viollsnt thunder* 
storm, raged during, the battle. 
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6 THE BATTLE 

It was a grand ^nd awe>inspiriDg sight 
To view the marshalled lines, (so Heaven ordained,) 

Prepare them calmly for that sanguine fight, 
Whence many a warrior's soul winged its eternal flight 



VIII. 

Now front to front the armed forces stand ; 

Here the fell spoiler lifb his ensign higli, 
And there the red-cross, pride of Albion's land. 

Above her freebom host is seen to fly : 
The Lusian troops, a gallant company. 

Join with Iberia's sons at Honor*s call. 
Resolving all to conquer or to die : 

Their firm ally, whom nought can e'er aftipa]. 
Boldly leads on the van, and dares the haughty GauL 
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VL 

As, i^hen on distant Indians arid 001], 

Their way the hunters o'er the champaign wend, 
Hem round their. {>re3r, and, gloiying in the toil. 

With skill prepare the miisile death to send ; 
liius Gaul's hattalia their deep lines extend ; 

Flushed with vain dreams, and ever proud of soul. 
From flank to fl««k the echoing heaven they rend. 

No power they deem their valor can control, 
And with indignant fire their starting eye-haDs rolL 

Swift to the 1^ o'er hiUts and fertile vales 

Their files incline ; f heir clanking arms firom far, 

Resound.4fp<m. the foul iand stormy gales; 

On, on !. of Bcitaan thiw bright leading star ! 
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» THE BATTLE 

Speed, Wellesley ! Speed, to meet the coming war ;— 

For see, the wary Frank encireles fast 
Thy armed host: 'tis thine his hopes to mar : 

Now pour thy valiant legions 'mid the blast. 
And take a great revenge for deeds of horror past* 

XI. 

The word is given, and, like the o'erwhelming course 

Of flaming Etna's dread, volcanic stream,. 
The gallant Earl leads on his. mighty force ;^ — - 

Pouring athwart the spreading plain, they seems 
The living chiefs of ancient Poets' theme. 

When Grecian bands beset illustrious Troy ; 
But nobler far their glorious aim I deem,, 

Since those for freedom fought, no' gilded toy,— ^ 

These for a woman false lured by a Phrygian boy.- 
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XIL 

The fight begins. Amoug the opposing host 

The British phalanx darts. The stubborn foe, 
Defying Death, stands firmly at his post, 

And still, though many a comrade brave lies low, 
Defends, attacks, returning blow for blow. 

The sun, withdrawing far his glorious sheen, 
Scarce deigned his renovating beams to shew, 

Whilst here and there, the br<^en lines between, 
The dead and dying swell the horrors of the scene. 



xni. 

What sounds tumultuous fill the troubled air f 
The shell destructive, hissing as it flies, 

The cannon's shock, the cry of wild despair 
From those who wounded lifit their heavy" eyes, 

D 
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10 THEHTATrtE 

Imploring aid, which cruel Fate denies ; 

The clash of arms, the oft repealed cheer, 
The roar of musquetry which cleaves the skies, 

The neighing steed, insensible to fear. 
Are heard 3t intervals amid the tempest drear. 

XIV. 

Now hand to hand the closing files engage, 

Sword against sword is raised with purpose dire. 
War's furies here vent forth their utmost rage, 

And the bold troops with deadlier hate inspire, 
Till, her ranks broken, nought but to retire 

Is left to bleeding France, or, on the field, 
Greatly, like. Sparta's far-famed sons expire, . , 

Who, at Thermopylae disdained to yield 
Or fly, such zeal sublime each godlike hero steeled. 
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XV. 
But Grallia feels not the celestial flame, 

"Which in the bosoms of those patriots blazed ; 
A robber, o'er the Pyrenees she came, 

Spain's altars plundered, and her cities razed, 
As wept her daughters, trembling and amazed. 

Behold ! the invaders fly, nor order heed ; 

Oft looking back, the Frank with terror gazed, 

For lo ! the conqueror spurs his foaming steed,— 
Full fast he scours the plain, ^fiiU fast his foes recede ! 

XVI. 

Still, as they onward haste, the victors wheel 

In devious course. Red slaughter stalks around ; 

The murderous cannon thundeHng at his heel, 
Oft stretched the flying victim on the ground. 
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!♦ THE BATTLE 

The wretched fugitives short respite foui;id ; 

And those who 'scaped, a fainting feeble crew. 
Joined their right wing, sore spent with many a wound^ 

Where yet in gay parade their banners flew. 
Britain! thy coursers check, nor longer dare pursue. 

XVIL 

It was most grateful to the soldiers ken. 

To view the Alliet^ felrain, in happiest hoor. 
Awhile irom. further' toil, aiid soon again 

Marshal in firm array their gathered power } 
Again, with vigorous arm, prepare to shower 

Fresh vengeance on the foe, who, to the rights 
His force collects. The fates still heavier lower 

O'er his fallen fortune ; but with spirits light. 
And hope of victory buoyed, he scorns to think of flight 
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xvni. 

But short the dream to soaring fancy given ; 

Vimiera's valiant, matchless chief draws near^ 
Like a fierce whirlwind hy the tempest driven* 

I 

Line follows line, thick presses spear on spear, 
And the impatient horse close up the rear. 

Calmly the Hero forms his mighty plan ; 
Once more the word goes forth : ^firom ear to eaF, 

Throughout the assemhled host the murmur ran, 
Who, darting on, afresh the conflict dire hegan. 

XEX. 

Thus, when the Laurence* roaring waters burst 
The wintry mass which long their fury bound. 

The crackling ice, in whitening foam immersed. 
Forth rushea sea-ward o*er the depths profound, 
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H THE BATTLE 

Whilst hills, rocks, skies reverberate around. 

With equal might the eabodietl forces urge 
Their now resistless course. No wilder sound 

Rends Ocean's caves, when from die cli£&* steep verge, 
Bellowing the waves recoil, and swell the angry surge. 

XX. 

The ranks fast opeB.^^Through ^e yawning space 

The daring cavalry impetuous dash : 
•n,e strained eji* m vain es«.ys to trace 

Their rapid wheel. Amid the mighty crash 
The artillery loud emits a constant flash, 

Like forked tigbiteiiing. Now the robber Frank 
Haply repents him of his valor rash ;.^^ 

Along his line warrior on warrior sank. 
And the insatiate soil the purple correat drank. 
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XXL 

Here the Allies the Invader s right assail, 

Part on his front with force resistless break :—» 
That day shall many a hapless orphan wail ; 

Its memory dire will blanch the maiden*s cheek. 
And to the widow's soul in terror speak. 

Now, Albion ! Charge ! Spur hard your coursers fleet \ 
Again the haughty foe does shelter seek 

In mingled flight; ^mark his retiring feet, 

Press on his trembling rear, and gall liis quick retreat! 



XXIL 

% 

Oh, God ! what fearfiol hajfock noiT ensued ! - 
What horrid groans of dying soldiei^ burst 
Upon the startled ear ! The ground was strewed 
, With ghastly corpses ! Come,, ye sprights accurst I 
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19 THE BATTLE 

Demons of carnage, come ! — ^here slake your thirst ! 

Grallia's proud chieftainr wounded and dismayed, 
No longer leads his marshalled bands as erst, 

His troops all scattered, no command obeyed, 
The brave Allies pursued, and nought their vengeance stayed. 

XXIIL 

Long on the flying host their rage they bend^ 

And not a spoiler had escaped to tell 
How vainly France did with her foes contend, 

But that the murky night her potent spell 
Threw, o'er the fading hills, what time the bell 

From distant convent rang its vesper peal; 
For now such deep and misty daricness fell. 

That through the waving woods the vai^quished steal ; 
The victors pause, constrained to check their ardent zeal 
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XXIV. 

Yet, as the foe flies panting through the gloomy 
E'en still he fears the overtaking sword may fall 

Full on his crest, and seal his hapless doom : 

So, the lom wretch whom eminiog's shades inlhral, ' 

t 

Wandering 'mid Alpine precipices tall, 

The Avalange dreads ; and though perchance he go 
Unharm'd the steeps beyond, his senses bXL 

Dwell on the dabger, and the impending snow , 
To him yet seems to threat his 'wjldered. course below.. 

XXV. . ■'. 

No more the cannon roars along the plains ^ • 

The Allies belide old TornM»' stream repose, 
And little reck- the troops &e pelting r&ins^ 
, Orthetttdewiad^'wlHk^stiU'iiifttTwteblQWB* 
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Enough for them, that soarii^i; Victory throws 

Her wreatb*^ citefgreeii act oeui their way. • - ^ "^ 

Each patriot heact. with Mcist rapture g^ws, '. .1 i'.)- :i'/j 
As hails Iberia Hope's veinriiing vay« ' .' .. . > Ifu ' 

Which throu|^ h«r brigfalcntiig sky at length ;b«giiiS'iM» pky. 

-•■ •'• •••• ■•.. XXVL- 

Fain would the Muse here cease to sweep the string, 

And hang her Lyre beneath the laurel shade, 
But truth impek, and she prepares to iing 

Her mingled notes of sadness o'er the glade, 
For those^ who smitten by the sword's keen blade, 

Orball destnictire, or theTarious.ways . 
By Fate fore-dooaicd, hare Nourished "but to lade,—^ 

Ah! how untimdy fade i and ^^d^fheif days ,, 
Where they so nobly jenmcdt their wbq^n^itdiiuilNry^ ^^TBIjI*. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



For thee, Le Mar^iant ! leng aliall: !@i^a|id jnMim:} = ! 

Her daugbtera fi^ t|ic ^ro^oeiii! tear a1iia)l,eibed» * . v ni i 
Hailing widi aaire^iby ^fiumiunfiiitadi iini* 

>yid |Be,r'te»fe #arriof»! ye ifiustricms dead ! ; . / 

Who fought beside him, who beside him bled, 

Dear to your country sh^H yjMir memory be. 
And, whilst you rejit on Honor's sacred b<^dt 

Surrounding nations will, adnunBig^ s^ 
Your £Bur-£aimed names descend to kltt poiterity* 

xxvm. 

Peace to your hallowed iiian«s 1— --Shades reirered \ 
May joys serene lie yours in those blest sphere 

Where Miseryls plalntiye' voice is never beard, 
And, >tibMfagh'dte^ypses of revolving yeavs/^ 

* Vide note at tbe end. 
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to THE BATTLE 

Perpetual Spring the smiling prospect cheers I 

But turn we now, stnd, in our mental eye^ 
The wounded view, who claim: our prayers, our tears ; - 

Fainting upon the blood-stained field they lie, ' 
And stretch their mangled forms beneath theinciem^atsky. 



XXlXv 

Thence, gallant Bferesfbrd, and Ahen, Coliej 

Brave Leith and Cotton, covered o'er with, scars^.*^ — 
Renowned chtefe ! whom> history shall enrol 

Among the brightest of her lucid stars,. 
Their comrades bore. Each teemed a bleeding Mars;. 

Deaf to the horrors of the Paging storm> 
No more they- court the War s tumukuous jar^— <— 

Slow creeps their freezing bloody of lat« so warm>: 
And o'er their swimming eyes- impeifeet visijoiiiB swarlv. *• s t 
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OF SALAMANCA: 91 

Now the bold soldiery, by toil subdued. 

Rest on their tarnished weapons, save, perchance, 
A few sad mourners, wandering where lie strewed 

The siloit dead ; pale, trembling they adrance. 
And, by the taper*s light, *mid sword and lance. 

Haply, to ^oothe some dymg -brother's pain, 
Or parent's eye-lids close, the hasty glance 

Throw round. The widow too, with frantic brain. 
Seeks her loved lord among the prostrate warrior train. 



XXXI. 

Short time from toil the scattered host refrained. 
For when th^ dawning east the morn displayed. 

Again they chased the foe ; their squadrons gained 
Fast on his trembling ranks, who, quite dismayed. 
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Soon as o'erta'en^ aloud foi^'(iliaTter prayed, 

And down their cunlibniu]^ arfcm whole \vi§f&M ^tm : 

Their ven^fetmo^ then aside thB covquerort liaid> 
And gene^Qll8 tiKivy nhawed ; » <clioiea few 

The thonging pmonevs igpMMl^'^*««4:he rast again {)iiQisnie. 

« 
« 

Full many a tedious 'Ahy, 'till evening's close, 

4 

With ftnremittaVig vigor they pursued ; 
But whete at lengdiy as Ute bright sun tirose, 

* 

The far-stretched eye no flying stragglers viewed : 

« 

The 'bold Allies, with Gallic blood imbued, 
Their forces halted. Vallado^ s sjNbes, 

No longer now beset with foenlien riide, 
Beflected'lafr 'behind AuroraV^fireS) 

And Victdrys voice ^Nftce moireiberia'K (sons inspires. 
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KXHI. 
O thou, wlK>m Heawii •ordmnevl, in Freedom's cause 

To conquer, and, in T«irror*« iiiai! terrayed, 
Destruction hurl on those, who, trampfrag Iftws 

Divuie and human, long wiHh foxy preyed 
On Spain s devoted land ; and lovely maid, 

Child, sire, and. jnaArmti -dHT alike destroy,**- 
Brave WelUngton! *till Time itself be stayed, 

Thy worth shall live, fair Albion s pride and joy, 
And thy great Name be 'lisped by every infant boy. 

XXXIV. 

Accept, famed chief! the Poets' grateful meed ; 

Again Madrid is free from Gallia's yoke, 
Again, by Tormes' stream, the shepherd's reed 

Has with its dulcet strains the forest woke ; 
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The proud, usurping tyrant's power is .broke. 

Soon may thy troops the glorious work complete, 
Andy wafted safety by their native oak, 

On our loved Island rest their weary feet, 
And, with exulting hearts, loves, iriends, and kindred greet 



THE END. 
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